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I climbed to the parapets, 
rooftops, and ridges. 



I crawled in the crannies, 
the niches and nooks. 

There was so much to see, 
it took too many looks. 




















The going was tight, but I somehow got through it— 
I wish I could say how I managed to do it. 















17 






































Am I so strange to consider it odd 

not to be made in the image of God 



like all of the myriad beasts of the earth 

who are measured against what the other is worth? 


If I disappeared 
would anyone 
miss me? 



Is there 
no one 
to love me, 
to hold me 
and kiss me? 







I shrieked and I wailed ’til my tongue filled with blood, 
I choked on my tears 'til my eyes ceased to flood. 



My bones were pressed up 
to the bars of my cell, 
my lungs were compressed 
by the ribs of this hell. 


I struggled and twisted 
my body about, 

I pulled and I 
stretched. 
















How many hours did I 
wriggle and strain 
to be free? ’til, exhausted, 
collapsing in pain, 

I looked up at the starless, 
opaque evening sky 
and thought, "I should 
just lie here, 
just lie here and die." 



By the next morning 
the pain had subsided, 
and, calmer, less swollen. 



that had kept me penned in 











as if I were shedding 
an unneeded skin. 


Quickly I fled from that horrible place, 
hoping that distance would help to erase 
the hideous memory of my internment, 
and make it a permanent state of adjournment. 

After a while I arrived at the docks, 

where a holding pen stretched out before me, a box 

too familiar to put me at ease, and I shook 

as I spotted a very long rope with a hook. 
















The task was repeated, 
the ship held its fill, 
hut what happened 











The weary boards creaked as the ship swelled and rocked. 



loading, tinloading, forth and then back— 
no sails to hoist, no courses to tack. 


I looked to the ocean, I saw ray reflection 

so dark and so clear. beyond the last pier. 
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